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Sitting here all alone 
Writing poetry by the light of my phone 
On the edge of a rooftop with shingles so old 
Oh that I would be so bold 
Through the window above my bed 
And with every step stealthy tread 
To not awaken the sleeping nor the dead 
Either woken would be a dread 
Light pollution fills the sky 
The onset of morning still far from nigh 
Waiting for a meteor shower 
The onslaught of the stars in display of power 
Two dogs roaming loose, loose in the street 
To their delight, freedom their feat 
Of the meteors, none can be seen 
The light from the street, something so mean 
To curb my excitement and my fun 
To sit here any longer, my patience undone 
My vantage point, no matter how high 
Continually ruined by the polluted sky 
To see something so beautiful, but to see it not 
Induces emotion, but rather distraught 
Sitting here, with no one by my side 
Something rather lonely and somber, I do confide 
For while the invited others slept 
The nightwatch by myself I kept 
Nothing to be seen this starry night 
Nothing to be seen with this dumb light 
To fall from a roof, so brave and dare 
The city sleeps and none could care 
That star gazers would cry is lost 
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Till toes went numb, but not with frost 
Forty minutes to sit here long 
Little heard, but the highway throng 
To take a minute to gaze at the stars 
To see worlds away, or even just Mars 
To wish someone would hold my hand 
To take me far away, far from this land 
Just to have someone to sit with me here 
For company at best, or even to hold me near 
Would be something special, something I seem to fear 
But off to bed, gone for sure 
Leaving my post, my bed doth lure 
Night be going like rowers rowing 
Stars be there, but hardly showing 
The mission failing, something lame 
The stars were there, they actually came 
But unseen they remained 
Thus my heart it pained 
The window once open, now close 
Into bed I shall go, I suppose ... 
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